A          BRUSH          WITH           REFUGEES

front. I hope those damned orders arrive before
dark."

Another half an hour passed during which the
Major's forebodings strengthened as the numbers on
the by-road increased alarmingly. At last, to his
intense relief, a Don R, from Regimental H.Q. came
chug-chugging up the road, forcing a way for his
motor-cycle through the middle of the refugees. The
Major hastily snatched the message-form from the
rider's hand, and studied it alone in conjunction with
his map.

" Orders I " he shouted down the column when he
had finished.

All the officers, and the sergeants who were the
Number Ones on the guns, hurried up to him with
their maps.

" The Battery is going into action in the north-east
portion of square 3667," he announced. " O.P. areas,
small ring contour square 3766. Regimental zero line,
90 degrees ..."

He informed them of the Wagon-Lines area, and
the route to be taken.

" Pace of vehicles will be as fast as possible/' he
continued. " We have to be ready to open fire at
19.00 hours (seven p.m.). That gives us less than
two hours, and we've got anything but a clear road.
All vehicles nose to tail. We'll have to risk that.
If not, we'll never get through the mob. Any
questions ? . . .No ? ... Then get mounted."

In a short while the column, nose to tail, was
moving at a fair pace along the by-road, the Major
in his truck at the head, followed by the Troop
Commanders, and the reconnaissance party.

Their troubles began the instant they reached the
junction with the main road that led from the
direction of Brussels westward towards the French
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